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The swim, and Matey Weyburn pursuing her passed up,
out of happiness, through the spheres of delirium, into
the region where our life is as we would have it be:
a home holding the quiet of the heavens, if but midway
thither, and a home of delicious animation of the whole
frame, equal to wings.

He drew on her, but he was distant, and she waved an
arm. The shout of her glee sprang from her: " Matey! "
He waved; she heard Ms voice. Was it her name ? He
was not so drunken of the sea as she: he had not leapt
out of bondage into buoyant waters, into a youth without
a blot, without an aim, satisfied in tasting; the dream of
the long felicity.

A thought brushed by her: How if he were absent?

It relaxed her stroke of arms and legs. He had doubled
the salt sea's rapture, and he had shackled its gift of
freedom. She turned to float, gathering her knees for
the funny sullen kick, until she heard him near. At
once her stroke was renewed vigorously; she had the
foot of her pursuer, and she called, "Adieu, Matey
Weyburn!"

Her bravado deserved a swifter humiliation than he
was able to bring down on her: she swam bravely; and
she was divine to see ahead as well as overtake.

Darting to the close parallel, he said: "What sea-
nymph sang me my name?"

She smote a pang of her ecstasy into him: "Ask mine!"

"Browny!"

They swam; neither of them panted; their heads were
water-flowsrs that spoke at ease.

" We've run from school; we won't go back."

" We've a kingdom."

" Here's a big wave going to be a wall."

"Off he rolls."

"He's like the High Brent broad meadow under Elling
Wood."

"Don't let Miss Vincent hear you."

" They're not waves; they're sighs of the deep."

" A poet I swim with! He fell into the deep in his
first of May morning ducks. We used to expect him,"